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ADDRESSED TO 


 BAILIE THOMAS SMITH. 


CANTO FIRST. 


GREET thee, Smith ! and friends I deem 
Such men as act and think the ſame ; 

ind when by reaſon men are ſcann'd, 
We're all on two diſtinctions plann'd: 

ou follow truth, and with the pen 

ut up all vices, low or vain, 
ln thoſe who do in ſin delight, 

\nd too would cut you, if they miglit. 

It ſeems your ſpirited Addreſs 
as put ſome people paſt their meſs; 
All thoſe who had, you ſay, the art 
o play with, ſhrug, and ſign their part, 
und, when your queries were too rough; ' 
o tap their noſe, and offer ſnuff *, 

* See Addreſs, p. 24. 
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To ſhow you, by a metaphor, 

You pull'd their mental noſe * too ſore. 

But minds, poſſeſs d with demans, try 

To tempt us thro' our mental eye, 

And think by ſympathy to woo 

Our minds to go to market too; 

So they bring in their Devil's Peak, 

As cadgers of car ſaddles ſpeak. 

It: ſeems this ſubtile, half-bred crew, 

Who would, but cannot, all xaT you, 

Want ſpirit, yet, great things to try, 

Like others, to lift ſhops. and die ; 

They think (and each in thought's an af), 

They think to ſcare you witli D—s, 

Whoſe Myrmidons on you have call'd, 

And found you, no doubt, much appall'd : 

So buzz it goes you'll go to pot, 

Your bank be broke, and you be ſhot, 

If you'll not learn to look much bigger, 

And practiſe drawing ſome hair- trigger. 
There are, who wiſh you ſhut in Tower, 
And ſome, the ſeas would ſend you o'er; 


A cant phraſe for conſcience, from Shakſpeare, 
In the mind's eye, Horatio.” 
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But all agree you ſhall be put 


ln every print ſhop round about, 

ln ſome ſad plight, with ne'er a friend 

To ſee you act your latter end. 

And even now, the genius Kay 

Is whiſper'd how he ſhall: pourtray 

The loaves and fiſhes all difcover'd, 
And you through gauntlets puſhing carmen; 
Where forward T—— with peſtle ſtands '. 
In tears, and uſing both his hands, 
Applauding all the rogues and whores, 

For baſting you for op'ning ſores, 

While tall D is looking on, 

To ſee what thoſe call Juſtice, done ; 

And wiſhing you had learn'd to know 
How public treaſures uſe to go: 

And at his ſide his royal Lord, 

Declaring loud upon his word, 

That“ he was griev'd, een to the heart, 
To learn you'd play'd an idle part, 


And that his peut'ring friend bright H 


Was likely to receive half pay. 
« But as It was, it chear'd his mind, 
To ſee good flogging of the kind,” 
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While Bailie S—y wards the blows, 
At hazard of his hands and noſe, 
With more ſuch witty things beſide, 
They engrave or etch, you to deride, 
As if the honeſt mind could feel 

The aquafort' or pointed ſteel... 

Nay, even now they have begun 

To run thy witty pamphlet down 


In ſtyle ſo flupid, dull, and low, zur 
Twill ſcarce a new edition go. | (M 
The fibs therein are not well told; All 


Their demon muſe is wamp and cold, WH 
Although he ſeems to underftand 


How things ſhould go by underhand. Thi 
I wiſh his manners, tho', would mend, dne 
By the next budget he may ſend, Bu 
And not make ſerious things a farce, din 
By ſpouting of his Devil's A-ſe s. Un 
But ſuch low demon we'll excuſe | 
For once his ſlander and abuſe, Lt 
But let him the next time beware, FA 


Leſt, like his wit, his a-ſe be bare. 


A rock in Derbyſhire, called the Devil's A-ſe of Peal 
vide Page 16. of the Anſwer to Smith's Addreſs, 
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Long may he think it was his friend, 
Vho for defence of Mary ſhin'd, 
hat, too, as Junius did appear, 
Vho made cv'n miniſters to fear, 
He may believe ; but who beſide 
ill credit give indulge his pride. 
Oh never droop thy ſpirits, Smith, 
eſt fatire ſhould be robb'd of pitch, 
zut let us both jog on expoſe 
(Myſelf in rhyme, and you in proſe) 
All public treaſurers who thrive, 
While poor folks are ſcarce kept alive ; 
\nd then—the vileſt frauds of all- 
That breach of truſt they cuſtom call, 


Should ne'er be ſpar'd, in words or print, 


But names be told without a hint, 
Since Truth, as well as Fame, demands 
Unerring arrows from our hands. 

Oh, were my cares and troubles leſs, 
, too, could print a long addreſs, 
And ſhow you, in another ſhape, 
How people ſin, and ſtill eſcape, 
J And of her right deprive the nation, 
By plain or public peculation, 
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Or with impunity go on, 
Becauſe, above, the ſame is done. 
But you'll believe there are in red, 
Low minds for tricks and pilf ring bred, 
Who ſmile together, when ſucceſs 
Has won ſome hundreds by addreſs ; 
That is, the addreſs of telling lies, 
And ſigning falſely for ſupplies, 
Who, when one hints at what they think, 
Juſt tap their noſe, and give the wink, 
And when one ſees through their humbug, 
Why then, like your's, they give the ſhrug, 
And if found out, expos'd, detected, 
By magic they appear protected! - 

*Tis good we know all this ſo well, 
Bout thoſe who have no ſouls to ſell, 
Bur long have turn'd to ſplendid gain 
That ſpark which Heav'n ne'er owns again, 
Juſt for a gallant occupation, 
At ſome town's coſt; or corporation, 
With nought to pay, and daily feaſting, 
Fine clothes, and every thing there's taſting 
With fruits, perfumes, ice creams and jellies, 
And wine t expand both heads and bellies, 
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And now and then a ticket free 
T a licens'd whore's academy, 
Who pays the ruling chiefs in pelf, 
With treats of Virgins or herſelf ; 

Oh, theſe are rare temptations, Smith, 
That make men great, ſpite of our teeth, 
Or brings them on, like Joe the \\ ild “, 


Or thoſe whom we to praiſe have toil'd ; 


But truſt me, tho' alike we're born, 

To be to ſinners pricks of thorn, 

Our greateſt hopes may valu'd be, 

By but reforming one in three ; 

The reſt that are by rancour led 

To wiſh us d d or dagger'd dead, 

Are maim'd, tis true, but then by hell, 
Or Satan, whom they ſerve ſo well, 
They're only hurt that we ſhould know, 
Of conſcience their laſt rag to ſhow, 

Or give their noſe of mind a tweak, 

And thus their bond with Satan break, 
Who, when ſuch weakneſs does appear, 
No longer will his purchaſe ſpare. | 


Now folks there are who demons dread, 


While others by their aid ſucceed, 
* See Jonathan Wild, a novel. 
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Or buy ſuch bargain as ſurpriſe, 
And make the reſt to doubt their eyes. 
But demons are (embodied) known 
By magic ſigns, and grunt and groan ; 
Juſt as we read in book divine, 

When fatan play'd the deuce with ſwine, Wh 


And ſtill when on the fair he works, 1 
They turn to peggs, and cry for corks *. As 
Nor is it long ſince we could boaſt An 
Of conjurors, both boil and roaſt, 1 
If Whom councils wiſe did all condemn An 
To their own cauldran, or to flame, | An 
| And, in one way or other, ſent | 
Each devll to its element r; Ne 


Which was right done, when goſpel groans Ar 
Could ſcarce be heard for wizard's moans, W. 


And ſcarce a cellar was, or cell, Th 
But there fat ſquat ſome bitch of hell, =D: 
With ſalamander burning blue, | At 
Who with her gums did grind or chew I 
* 4 Bi 
| See Pope. wor te PR 


| + Arnot's Hiſtory of Wirches burning in Edinburgh 
* Jackſon's Hiſtory of the Scottiſh Stage, where the Devil“ 
tail was ſeen flying off with the roof of a playhouſe!!! 


Irgh, 
vil“ 
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ome ſymbols of a foe that lay a 
[a bed and torment o'er the way “, 
But who to phyſic flew in vain, 
\nd parſon's prayer to eaſe his pain, 

ill when another witch was found, 
Whoſe counter charm produc'd him ſound. 

Then came a price for devils rails, 
As for the heads of wolves in Wales r, 
And deacons hunted up and down 
To noſe the devil for a crown, 
And at each roaſt the bells were rung, 
And every ſect Te Deum ſung. 

But evil ſpirits {till abound, 
Nor will they reſt below the ground; 
And when thoſe caves with fear I ſeek, 
Where Shakſpeare made our witches ſpeak f, 
The ſounding waves, and rocks around, 
Speak terror to my mind in ſound ; 
And when his Hamlet's ghoſt I ſee, 
] conjure too, with three times three 
But this the vulgar won't admire, 
And with your foes they may conſpire 

* See Richard III. + Edward's reign. 
t King's Crajg's, near Earlsferry, eaſt of Fife, where 


Macduff fled to England, and Macbeth ſaw the weird ſiſters, 
B 3 
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- 


12 


* 


To roaſt us both, if you ſurvive 


- The flogging bout they now contrive ; 


And like true martyrs, we ſhall be 
Admir'd by all poſterity ! 

But man, that's of a brimſtone born, 
Muſt know a fp'rit in barleycorn ; 
And thoſe who from fine ladies ſpring, ' 
Muſt own in wine there's ſome ſuch thing, 
That leads to evil thoughts and deeds, | 
And hurts our ſouls too, while it leads; 


For drunken men are all poſſeſod, 


The while they think their life is beſt: 
And hence comes often death and wounds, 
And triumph to the fury hounds. 

But to convince each loggerhead, 

And prove the devil is not dead, 

As a free maſon, I can raiſe, 

Or call a devil now with eaſe ; 

Ry Hocus—Pocus—fpirit—come— 

By three times three, and Fi, Fo, Fum, 5 
And there, like Fauſtus, phantom, ſtand, 


-1 am the Lilly, and command I 
Ich! horrid ſhade, as dark as night, 
I ſcarce can bear the ſinful ſight; 


* The two beſt conjurors in England. 
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Turn off thy ghaſtly eyes, and tell, 
Shall this firſt Canto proſper well? | 
It ſhakes, and makes ſome wondrous ſigns ; 
It cannot ſpeak but to divines ! 
Well, then, ſome how or other ſay, 
What are they thinking, H— and G— ? 
Aye, there's a ſhrug, and there's a nod; 
It means they'll both go craz'd, by G—. 
And now, —why—what the dey'l—or deuce 
The phantom flutters like a gooſe ! 
t taps its noſe, and grins, and winks, 
Abd of hell's brimſtone ſo it ſtinks ; 
| muſt diſmiſs it ſoon, or die— 
But ghoſt, or goblin, ere you fly, 
Divulge the ſecret ſervice-book— 
It will not now more queſtions brook ; 
So—preſto, hey, be gone to hell, 
| never more ſuch ſp'rits will ſpell. 
But lo! that now l' ve loos'd the charm, 
t ſhows me matter for alarm, 
Nay, points to heaven, and threatens ſore, 
If God to ghoſts be mention'd more ! ! ! 

So here my firſt eſſay is done, 
And badly too, or more we'd known; 
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But 'tis enough our foes to ſhow 
Bad ſpirits can be kept in awe, 
And ſoon I mean my art cextend, 
1 And into phials cork each fiend. 
Secundum artem, in our way, 
Hermetically, that's to ſay, |: 
Where my free maſonry ſhall fix = 
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All devils found, or lame, on ſticks *. Bu 
Poor minds again that have no art, Or 
Are fain for gold their ſouls to part. Th 
And ere | do this canto cloſe, 1 Th 
Behold the 7zete-a-rete of thoſe: Hi 
Q. How do you live, ſays ſatan, tell? As 
A. O, Sir, I keep a ſhop and fell. Re 
Q. What are your principles at all? An 
A. Tue felt of grace a ſpecial call. II 
Q. So, then, you never cheat or lie? du 
A. On week days, Sir, I'm forc'd to try. Be 
Q. Can you ſerve well for a decoy? | Te 
A. I've cunning been quite from a boy. Fr 
Q. And what you-aſk is well to live TI 
So long, and ſerve, if wealth P'll give? Ar 
A. Preciſely, Sir, as Hecate ſays, 0! 
Your bounty always overpays ; Ht 


* Sec Lame Devil, or Diable Boiteux, by Monſieur — 
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And ſhe has told fine things you'll do, 

Or I had been a deacon now. 

Q. Youre juſt the hypoerite I want, 

And twenty pleaſant years I grant, 

So to my lawyer go, and he 

Will weekly give (advance) your fee. 
Some ſinners ſuch can't brook delay, 

But ere death call they mult away ; 

Or, being bedevil'd by their pride, 

Theniſelves kill off by ſuicide ; 

That is, when fatan does not keep 

His terms agreed on with his ſheep, 

As when they idle live, or turn 

Repentant, he calls off to burn; 

And when they wait their fated death, 

They often thus reſign their breath. 

Suppoſe a warlick, old in ſin, 

Bedfaſt with deep remorſe and pain, 

To hear this fad, unwelcome ſound, _ 

From friends that give no comfort round, 

That Dr. Kill'im now-is paid, 

And looks upon you good as dead! 

Oh then how like a whirligig, 

He twirls his night-cowl or his wig, 
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And quick for ſome ſtrong poiſon cries, 

Which every friend and nurſe denies, 

But they the lawyer and the prieſt 

Agree to ſend for with poſt-haſte, 

And the poor ſinner, all in tears, : 

Muſt make his will between his prayers ; 

For both the doctors preſs with Sir, 

L. You've only mention'd money here. 

P. Ay truſt in heaven, and let us pray. 

L. Who gets your moveables, I fay ? 

P. Next, let a goodly hymn be ſung. 
L. | fear you pur off time too long. 

P. Oh, grave, where is thy victory? 

L. Before I can be done you'll die. 

P. And death where is thy ſting, Amen. 
L. Zounds! fend away this clergyman l. 
And now the nurſe proclaims him dead ! 

| And both the doors ſhake their head, 

Then growl down ſtairs like maſtiffs rough, 

With curſe your law, and damn your ſtuff. 

4-14 35 | 
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